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had nothing to eat since the early morning breakfast

at the jail, each grabbed plate and cup and followed

suit. Two Negro women had prepared supper—rice,

corn-bread and coffee—and each of the men was doled

out his portion, which he carried to his own little cabin

to eat. After supper each rinsed his own "dishes" at

the pump in the center of the enclosure.

Then there was some free time when the men gath-

ered around the late comers, quizzing them and other-

wise getting acquainted. As darkness settled down the

gong sounded again, there was a scattering of men,

silence reigned and soon Rastus was fast asleep—too

tired even to think his couch was hard or to dream of

the varied happenings of the day.

At 4 A. M. Rastus awoke with a start—the gong had

sounded, but it took him some seconds to realize its

meaning. It was already break of day, he jumped up,

noted a crowd around the pump catching the water in

their hands and going through sundry ablutions, and

again Rastus followed the laws of imitation.

In twenty minutes another gong sounded—another

file toM'ard the conniion kitchen—breakfast of salt pork,

cornbread and coffee
—"dish washing"—and a general

straightening up of dwellings and surroundings under
the supervision of the guard and overseer, and at 4.45

the entire "village" lined up before the gate with

Negro guards in front and rear. The tower house guard
o[)ened the gates, the rank filed through, then walked
about a mile before reaching the scene of that day's

labors.
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In a few minutes all hands were busy picking the

cotton, Rastus and his companions having been told

what to do and how much they were expected to accom-
plish by noon.

As the morning advanced, and the sun grew hotter

ajid hotter, noM' and then a picker would pause to rest,

but a sharp rebuke from one of the guards who also

acted in the capacity of overseers, soon put an end to

this. In the course of the morniiig, George Robbins
came out, gave orders to the overseers, warned the

workers that there M^as to be no idling and then rode off.

The men seemed to breathe freer when he w^as gone
and exchanged knowing glances among themselves.

At noon th esignal was given to "line up." Back
they marched to the stockade, Robbins' two sons inspect-
ing the rank as it filed into the enclosure. Then dinner
of salt pork, beans, sweet potatoes, cornbread and water
was partaken of with that relish that only real hunger
can give. The men were allowed fifteen or twenty
minutes respite before returning to the afternoon labors.

During the afternoon, first one, then the other of
Jiobbins' sons rode up, watched the workers, sharply
rebuked two or three who paused for a few minutes
rest, gave orders to the overseers and then rodc^ away.
At 5.80 work ceased and the men wended tlieir weary
way back to the stockade for the night,

. ; ;

'

pue day succeeded another in wearisome monotony^ 1

hroken a little now and then in the evenings, when the

"boys" were not too exhausted, by song or music on

an old home-made fiddle—broken again by a dreaded

visit from Robbins or his sons, when some poor wretch

was called to the guard house, made to lie over a barrel

and then severely beaten,—or, worse still, taken outside

of the stockade and never heard from again.—Oh! the

terror of poor, timid Rastus on such occasions!

One day a few weeks after, Rastus ' arrival, two well-

dressed and gentlemanly strangers rode up and stopped

to watch the workers. After a while they engaged in

conversation with first one, then the other of the guards,

and were just about to speak to one of the other men
when Robbins rode up. He looked even more severe and
ferocious than ordinarily his wont, but as he dismounted
and introduced himself to the strangers, his countenance
changed and he assumed a most friendly attitude. After

a few minutes conversation, all three mounted their

steeds and rode off in the direction of the stockade:

Robbins kept up the same pace in passing it, but the

others slowed up and craned their necks trying to get

a peep inside through the partly open gate. .

That evening Robbins paid a visit to the stockade;

the two guards who had been accosted by the gentlemen
in the afternoon were taken outside the stockade. The
poor fellows were never seen again.

The following morning Robbins called Rastus as the

men were assenibling for work. Trembling in every
liiiil) the poor, timid fellow obeyed the summons.

"Rastus, can you ride a horse?"
"Yes, sah!"

"Did you ever fire a gun ?"

"Ye-es,sah!"

"What can you shoot?"

"P-P-Poss-sum, sail!"
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Well, take this horse and gun—take Sambo's place
as guard—see that the men keep close together and
waste no time—if one leaves his place—shoot.

"

So, an unsought, Rastus was promoted, but to the
same end as the ant in receiving wings.

AH went well, Rastus was beginning to feel more
comfortable and contented, when one day in fording a
creek, his eyes well nigh bulged out of his head-
chained together and half embedded in the rocky bot-
tom, were the dead bodies of the missing guards. The
cold sweat came from every pore, he gave one shriek,
put spurs to his horse and started toward the stockade.
The figure of Robbins appeared in the distance and poor
Rastus, seeing him, quickly reined in his horse and went
on as though nothing had happened. But the vision .

luumted him for days and filled him with unspeakable
dread. •
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Some weeks later the terror of Rastus can better be
inuigined than portrayed, when the two gentlemen who
had visited the phinlation on that memorable day, came
again. They rode directly toward liim, but he, pretend-
ing to have work on tiie other side, rode quickly away.


